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she only took two or three mouthfuls of porridge and nibbled
at the cakes. Then she shook her head and would eat no more.
She told them to take the things away.

"We must eat and drink// Nun Wang said. "Do have a
little more. This porridge is so good."

"I would if I could," the Lady of the Vase said.
Nun Wang helped to pull the bed-clothes over her and,^
as she did so, noticed how wasted the Lady of the Vase had
become. She was shocked. "Lady," she said, "you were fatter
than this when I saw you last. What has made you so thin?"
"She was better for a while," Heart's Delight said. "Then
something angered her and her illness came back again.
Father sent for the doctor and he gave her some medicine
which made her very much better. But, in the eighth month,
the baby took fright and was very ill. My lady watched him
day and night and never slept at all. She hoped he would
recover, but, alas, he died. Then she cried and sobbed all day.
Then, too, she was made angry, and, all things considered, got
into a state which no one could stand, even if she were strong
as iron or stone. Anybody but my lady would have com-
plained and so got rid of her trouble, but she never tells any-
body, only reluctantly when she is made to do so."

"Who upset her?" the nun asked. "Your master loves her -
and the Great Lady respects her. There are only the few other
ladies and I can't think any one of them would offend her."

"Ah, you don't know," Heart's Delight said. She told the
younger maid to go and see if the door was fast and continued:
"It was the Fifth Lady. It was her cat which scratched the
baby and made him have a fit. Master came and asked my
lady, but she would not tell him and, in the end, the Great
Lady told him. He killed the cat. The Fifth Lady never
relented. She went on making trouble with us. In the middle
of the eighth month the baby died. The Fifth Lady was
delighted and has insulted us every day since. We can hear
clearly everything she says, and my lady cannot help being
upset. She weeps nearly all the time. Anger and sorrow
together have gradually brought her to this pass. Only Heaven
knows what a good heart she has. She never shows an angry
face to the other ladies. If she has nice clothes, she will not
wear them unless the other ladies have dresses like them.